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Continued. 


Mrs. B. now plead for Charles, and represented to Isa- 
bella her situation in such natural colours, that she consent- 
ed to give him her hand. Invitations were sent to Mrs. 
Franks, for as many of the young ladies as could come to 
the wedding, which was to be public, and Flatbush be. 
came ascene of pleasure. Six of them accepted the invi- 
tation, and came, escorted by Mr.éC, and two gentlemen, 
in their presence Isabella gave her hand to Charles, whose 
gratitude for the present, ended but with his life, for ne- 
ver did a happier pair graee the annals of Hymen. Cupid 
was their guide, love, unity, confidence and harmony, the 
inmates of their bosom, while peace took up her abode in 
their mansion, The wedding was followed by a constant 
succession of festivities; the harvest was got in and they 
prepared to return to Philadelphia. But I am resolved to 
have satisfaction of the natives said Maria, have I your per- 
mission Bell? Certainly, said Isabella.. And yours papa, 
said she to Mr. Fitzrandolph, and yours too Charles? 
Yes, you took care of that by getting Bell’s first. That is 
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a good boy :---well_as we are on the wing, and mean te 
elive only Sam and Dinah here; suppose we issue cards 
for a splendid bail and supper, as a farewell to the canazlle 
of the place, and when they come, let the blacks receive 
them in form: bayeevery thiag in style, and a. band of mu- 
sic from N. York; we can be there you know, as we may go 
by another road. Isabella laughed immoderately, and 
Mr. Fitzrandolph declared it was the best joke he had ever 
heard 1 do not believe they w ill come, said Charles. Me- 
ver fear, they love pleasure too well to stay away, when it 
costs them nothing. But only think how we have neglect- 
ed them these three-months. Which they have not had 
sp Hit cuough. to.cesent, suid Maria; for. when we pass. them 
ther look as if ihey could kill us, and yet cringe and try to 
bob a curtsey or scrape a bow. The cards were ‘issued 
and eve ry prep aration made; all was bustle and confusion, 
for the blacks wére determined to mortify them by having 
a parcel of theic friends from York, who came up in wag- 
pons “after dark. “Lhe company assembled, and were 
escorted into the ba!l room, which was completely lighted. 
But let fancy paioz the ir mortification on seeing Dinah and 
her coloured friends enier, the drawing room and’ prepare. 
to dance, while the _Thusiciaps tuned their instruments. 
Sus ipende d. they remain, and scarce believe their wakin eB 
thenghts or.what their “sense perceive.’ Where was Mr, 
Ri dolph? became the’ general cry. Gone master, said 
Sam, home to Philadelphia, Ebelieve. And did he send 
for ys in order to Ansutt us? -No master, we will not in- 
sult you of the ladies; ‘God forbid! But-master gave us @ 
all far a house, sarmiil; , as Tam to live: here till the Jease 
is’ 6u f, and Twill alway ate elad'to receive my good neigh. 
bours who | hdpe will sup with us:now. “"Atnezed oak 
gat, and hike AE sop? s frog, swelled but did not, burst; for 
their tongues gave vent to the yenom <f their hearts, and 
they departed, vowing vengeance on thein and their mas- 
ters. Here the whole party set up,a loud laugh, and 
Sam swore ‘pon ‘his honor that was right Dutch man- 
ners, to'frent_a man in dis own honse, afrer, coming. to cat 
suprer with him, Thus ended the, sunmmer’s residence 
in this re cion of inhospitality: for they sct off the next 
day for Philadelphia, where they fixed their residence. 
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Charles went into business, Isabella took command of the 
domestic affairs of her family, and Mrs. Thompson return- 
ed to her own house; but her husband had so racked his 
constitution, that he appeared as if he was not long for this 
world. Captain C. continued the same good natured tes- 
ty being he ever was, though he said Mrs, Thompson de- 
served a better fate. 


CLERMONT’S WISH, OR CUPID’S FAVOR 
CONFERRED ON HIM. 


I wonder who she is, I never saw so interesting a girl? 
What an expression 1s there of every thing that is desira- 
ble in woman!. I wish I could get introduced to her; but 
that is impossible, unless I can do it myself. Clermont’s 
close application to business had impaired his health, and 
Doctor G, advised his taking the airevery morning. That 
I do sir, said Clermont, in the State House yard. Then 
you mustextend your walks to the western parts of the 
city, where itis purer, and the first morning chance threw 
Eloisa in his way. Cupid’s bow was bent at his bosom, 
where it found an easy passage to his heart, too soon 


My hero feels the kindling fires, 
And anxious seeks the maid that he desires. 


But Clermont’s impatience baffled his wishes, for he was 
on the return from his walk, as Eloisa was going out. A- 
gain he bowed and she curtsied in silence; though her 
heart beat violently. He is, thought: she, the contrast to 
Mrs. Rowe’s hero, for 


« His faultless shape appear’d with every grace, 
While: beauty sit’ triumphant in his face ; 

liis ‘hair the raven’s black, in ringlets flows, 
And‘chavms beyond the reach of art bestows; 
His polish’d forehedd high, his eyes, 

‘The jet in colour, brilliant «s the skies ; 

A guiltless blash bis manly cheeks adorn, 
SSoftas the peach, and bloominy 05 the morn ; 
‘His aspect open, ariess and sei ene, 

Bespeak the spotless mind that dwells within.” 


With this perfection of mauly beauty, he seems 


blest with politeness‘and innate’ delicacy $s: and his f+ 
Acrated six: 
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offending is evident by the blush and distant bow. I won. 
der who he is! His manner bespeaks him a gentleman, 
and my situation in life forbids any acquaintance ; I there- 
fore must avoid him, should chance again bring us togeth- 
er, | will cross the road, or had I not better stay at home? 
So said humility. Perhaps you may never meet him again. 
And if you do, replied prudence, you need not look at him. 
So she continued her custom, though she rose an hour ear- 
fier, and Clermont had the mortification to miss her three. 
mornings. But the fourth, they again met, and the silent 
bow and curtsey w:s again interchanged. Well, this is 
too much! why she is the emblem of silence, sighed he, 
But to-morrow will be Sunday, and I will wait her coming, 
and try if she is the silent woman. Accordingly, at the 
corner of twelth street; I‘ioise met him just at the angle, 
and as she passed, he tumed. Again he bowed, she curt- 
sied. This is a charming morning, Miss. Yes sir. Hum, 
thought Clermont, and remained silent. She attempted to 
cross the street, but the hill was high, and to descend, he 
must assist her, so she continued to keep the path. 


(To be continued.) 


LETTER 2. 


AFTER quoting a passage from Jord Bacon; an author 
who possessed so much partiality fur the learned langua- 
ges, as to compose many of his works in the Latin tongue: 
Wiliam adds, ‘* most who have ventured fur into Etymo.- 
lov ical researches ; have rendered their works ridiculous.” 
ani then, that ‘* Mount Atlas of English literature”, the 
Dictionary of Johnson, to be stigmatised as ridicutous ? Is 
tl en that noble art of Lexicography ridiculous ? Or, what 
is most probable, is not the assertion an unfounded one? 
Most assuredly such is the case; it is to Etymological re- 
searches we are indebted for that grade of perfection to 
which our linguage has at present attained, and Etymo- 
logical researches, are the cause of its gradual, though con- 
tinual advancement!” By tracing; in this: manne, eve- 
in word to its original, and not admitting, but with great 
doy for Phu. 
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caution, any of which no original can be found; we shall 
secure our language from being over-run with cant, from 
being crowded with low terms, the spawn of folly, or af- 
fectation, which arise from no just principles of speed, 
and of which therefore, no legitimate derivation can be 
shewn.”* Asan example of the truth of his assertion, 
William holds up that Junius, to whom Doctor Johnson 
acknowledges himself so much indebted, as io observe, 
that his name should not be mentioned, ‘‘ without the re- 
verence due to an instructor and benefactor, and who, al- 
though in a few cases, his vanity h»s distracted his judg- 
ment,” is pronounced by the same illustrious authority 
to be “ always free of knowledge.” 

Here my opponent indulges himself in a long strain of 
interrogative irony, containing a repetition of his former 
error, viz. the Latin being derived from the ‘Teutonic 

which, from the testimony of both Doctor Johnson and the 

dinburgh Reviewers) and amounting simply to this asser- 
tion. ‘ aT our language takes its rise from twenty differ- 
ent sources, and if we indigate but two of these sources, 


the Greek and Latin, we must become but partially ac- . 
quainted wit the subject we attempt to investigate. , 


Provided in the opinion, expressed in my former letter, 
relative to the establishment of a parent tongue be well 
founded, which, m the evidence exhibited in the work I 
have referred to, can scarcely be doubted; this assertion 
falls to the ground, for being versed in that tongue, it will 
require but little study to become acquainted with those 
which owe their origin to it; thus he who understands the 
Hebrew, has a knowledge of the Greek; he who under- 
stands Greek, has the same of the Latin: : and be who is 
master of the Latin, may, with little pains, become 
acquainted with the French, Italian, Spanish, and other liy- 
ing languages, and vice versa. This argument however 

may admit to be waved, and William’s assertion is fully 
answered, in the language of that eminent philosopher, Dr. 
Johnson; to whom he so frequently appeals, notwithstand- 
ing the ridicule attached to his labours: ‘* In exhibiting,” 


* Doctor Johnson. 
? Johnson in the preface to his dictionary, has enumerated six: 


nee " 





I! 5 oy. sata ee 

















614 THE INTELLECTUAL REGALE, 


say$ he, ‘ the descent of our language, our etymologists 
seem to have been too lavish of their learning, having trac- 
ed almost every word thyough various tongues, and only 
to shew, what was shown suilciently by the first deriva. 
tion.” 

“ Tf,’ says William, ‘‘a knowledge of the English 
tongue cannot be acquired by the help of dictionaries, com- 
mon or appellative, like Doctor Johnson’s technical or clas- 
sical, of which we possess many; or at most, a reference 
to an Encyclopedia, where every scientific term is eluci- 
dited by an explanation of its doctrines, and connection 
with other things, it cannot be acquired by any means in 
the power of men.” This isa tacit acknowledgement on 
his part, that a knowledge of the learned languages is ¢s- 
sentially necessary, to a perfect understanding of the En- 
elish. ~ 

Words are mere arbitrary sounds, made use of by com- 
mon cousent, as signs of our ideas; and the study “of any 
language, is nothing more than making ourselves acquaint. 
ed with the sounds in that language, expressive of peculiar 
objects or ideas ; whether this be effected by the assistance 
of an able teacher, and the proper works, or by the ‘aid 
of those almost numberless vocabularies &c. &c. whose 


wthors, profess to open to the lazy scholar the door of 


learning almost without his co-operation: with this differ- 
ence however, that in the latter case, the student will find 
the bye-path he has chosen, by which to ascend the hill of 
science, is by far wore rugged than the direct road; and 
after he has completed his toilsome journey, will discover 
that it leads only to some out court of the temple. But 
accord'nz to the general tenor of William’s theory, his pu- 
pils are not required to go even this far: he exacts of them 
no more learning than is s essentially necessary for the com- 

mon Purposes of life; and hence, it is not to be expected 
they sticu'd make themselves acquainted with the significa- 
tion of a word, by anticipating it should ever occur in con- 

versation or reading. 

I firure to» myself one of these half learned men of sci. 
ence in company with those, who have passed their youth 
deeply immured i in the cave of study, and who now, “cs 
uminarics in the iniellectual world, dissipate the gloom 
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of ignorance and error, and by their genial influence, i im- 
prove the heads and exhilirate fe hearts of those who bask 

in their invigorating beamis;’?{ where, he must either fee} 
with bitter regret, the deficieney of his own education, and 
consequently his inferiority of character; even though he 


should endeavor to supply the deficiency, by soliciting at_ 


at every turn of the conversation, the aid of his Pocket 
companions; a Johnson’s folio Dictionary, or the yolumin- 
ous definitions of a Rees’s Cyclopedia. 

William has_ apparently endeavoured throughout the 
whole of his communications, toterrily the young scholar 
from entering upun the study of clitssical literature, by ex- 
agerated representations of the obstacles he is to meet with. 
These, however, have no other existance, than in the im. 
agination of the indolent and ‘irresolute. ‘* To be com. 
pletely skilled in ancient learning, is by no means’a work 
of insuperable pains.|} The very progress itself-is attend: 
ed with delight, and: resembles a journey through some 
pleasant country, where every mile we advance new charms 
arise.’ § | , 

‘“Go on, my dear nephew,” says lord Chatham, speak- 
ing of the study of the classics, in his’ letter to ‘Thomas 
Pitt, esq. afterwards lord Camelford, whilst at Cambridge; 


** Go on, iny dear nephew, and drink as deep as you can’ 


of these divine springs ; the pleasure of the draught i is e€- 
qua! at least; to the prodigious advantages of it to the heart 
and morals. I hope you will dtink then of them as some 


body does in Virgil, of a different cup ;” 


Il'e impiger hausit spumantein paternam.” 
EDGAR. 


¢ On this point, we have the concurring testimony of Milton, Locke, 
Rojiin, Mid. De Geniis, and Lichtenberg. Via “ilicun’s Troctaie,— 
Locke on Education2eoiiin’s Belles Leires--Mad. De Geiilis’ Ade- 

wie and Theodore, and Litehtenberg’s Vermischte schrifien, nach 
dessen todo Herausgevebsn. 

€ Ifirris’ Hermes, Jib. #2. 


THE SCRUTOIRE, NO. 8. 


‘Q Lord how waniflld are thy works—in wisdom bast thou made 
shem all.” 


When we consider the immensity of space, the num- 
herless systems of worlds that revolve round the Crea- 
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tor’s throne, and that each is full of created beings, requir. 
ing and receiving the same kind providential care that we 
do ourselves:—our hearts glow with the most fervent gra- 
titude, and the mind is filled with devout astonishment 
and admiration. 


“© Lord how manifold are thy works.” 


Man’s feeble powers have long been exerted in this.im- 
portant study of the system of the universe ; and yet how 
much remains concealed in the dark shades of mystery ! 
Nor can the most energetic mind ascertain, or the most vi- 
vid imagination conceive, how endless the research ! Iti 18 
onlp known to him, 


* Who in wisdom controuls, what in wisdom he madc.” 


Yet his goodness, his greatness and his presence shine 
forth in most resplendent rays in every part of his work. 
His goodness is conspicuous in his creating, providing 
for, upholding and supporting every created being. His 
ereatness we behold in the vast arch of Heaven; where the 
moon walks forth in her brightness, the stars emit their 
twinkling rays, the sun shines in his strength, and the stu. 
pendous comet is seen in its rapid flight. His presence is 
obvious in the face of nature. He rolls on the seasons, 
and the flowers appear upon the earth,’’—the harvest is 
ripe—the fruits are gathered from the trees—the groves 
are divested of their foliage, and the streams are bound 
in fetters of ice. 

If he then displays himself in this beneficent most man- 
ner, what heart is so obdurate as not to give him the praise 
that is dve for every good and perfect gift ? 

Ye who bask in the sunshine of prosperity, enjoying in 
profusion the luxuries of life, and who yet unmindful of 
your bountiful benefactor, never raise your hearts in gra- 
(itude to him from whom these comforts flow ; pause but 
for a moment, and see how_narrow the conceptions of fi- 
nite man, when employed in exploring the perfections of 
lim, to whose power,, no human imagination can set lim- 
its; and whose benignity and love are co-extensive with 
hjs presence, and unbounded 2s his power. | 
JULIUS. 
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THE INDIAN, MOTHER. 
Concluded. 


The morning sun » had not yet singed the hills with his 
rosy smiles :—the mocn and stars were sinking behind the 
western hills, and Aurora the blushing (laughter of the sky 
was unbarring the portals of day; the warblers of the grove 
had not yet chaunted their morning orisons to the great 
author of nature: when the deep toned voice of sorrow a- 
roused them from their downy nests. Child of my heart 
where artthou? O Marianne whither hast thou fled from 
thy too fond father? O come my love and let my ears a- 
gain drink in the delighful music of thy voice! Leave me 
not my child, for O thou art dear to me as the vital stream 
that sustains my frame. All night have I wandered through 
the thickets m search of thee. Even the wild beasts of 
the forests. respected my grief, And will the child of my 
bosom destroy the life they have spared! O Marianne 
come to my arms. Ah me! what form is that approaching? 
Sawest thou a female young and lovely as the com ng 
morning? if you did, for pity’s sake tell me where I 
may rejoice my eyes with the sight of my beloved child? 
She is sunk below yon waves, cried the mother of Logan, 
thou wilt no more behold her: no more will her beauty 
enslave the souls of men for it is now cold, pale and low 
in death. ‘These eyes beheld the joyful sight—these lips 
conveyed to her the tale that Logan was no more! Fran- 
tic she sought him in yon watry bed ; —but Logan has fled 
to the land of his fathers, where no treacherous white men 
can enter. Harcourt fell, his sprit fled forever from this 
earth, and the mother of Logan smiled triumphantly. 

PIOMINGO. 


-----———-—— 


LEVITY. 


A sailor who had just returned from sea with his pock- 
ets filled with gold, was stopped by a highwayman, who 
threatened to blow his brains out if he did not deliver his 
purse.——f ire away, cried the sailor, E would rather be with- 
gut brains than without money. 
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During a late illumination. a person was remarked, in- 
dustriously breaking the windows which had no candles 
placed in them, when a gentleman coming up demanded 
his reasons for so doing.—‘ Every trade must live’ replied 
the fellow dryly,—“ tam a glazier;” upon which the gen- 
tleman knocked him down—at this unexpected attack. the 
fellow bellowed out ‘* what’s that for?’>“ Every trade 
must live” said the gentleman, “‘ I 4m a surgeon.” 


An opera being presented at the theatre, the music of 
which had been composed by that excellent musician and 
gentleman Mr. Gilfert of New York: the piece from some 
cause met with great opposition, which considerably ruf- 
fled the temper of Mr. Gilfert, which being observed by 
the witty but unfortunate Tom Caulfield he said, you have 
composed this music admirably, suppose you try and com- 


pose your temper. 


; ———— wre 


NO MATTER WHAT. 


Wuar shall I write? exclaimed I to my uncle Toby, 
who was advising me to commence a literary career. *“ No 
matter what, replied he—dash away at whatever come: up- 
permost.”” Indeed! said I mentally is then writing become 
of so little consequence, that pages may be occupied with 
—no matter what.—It is so—lI have lately bestowed no 
little attention upon several periodical publications, and it 
has invariably app* .red, that their correspondents are un- 
der the influence of—no matter what—They choose no 
subject, they jr sulge inno thought. ‘They care for noth- 
ing but to Cuinplete so many lines, to be published in so 
many days; and however culpable the literary mechanism 
may be, the public, in my opinion, is almost as much so; 


‘for they seem disposed to sanction and encourage it by fre- 


quently appearing pleased and delighted with—no matter 
what. And so after having taken the advice of my uncle, 
and followed the example of the others, with due deference 
and respect to brother Atticus and the snarling faction, 
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Iconclude my essay with—no matter what. At the same 
time earnestly beseeching thé’ ¢orréspondents of the Tea 
Tray, in future, to write no more pieces upon—ne matter 
what. eiNsa FS feta? ? soe. a7 Arde tee 4 


ANECDOTES. 


Dr. John Egerton, the late bishop ef Durham, on com- 
ing to that see, employed one Die as his agent; to find out 
the true value of his estates held by lease under him, and 
in consequence of Duc’s report, greatly raised both the 
fines and reserved rents of his tenants; on which account 
the followmg toast was frequently drunk in and about Dur- 
ham—‘ May the Lord take the bishop, and the devil have 


; 


his Due.” 


Dr. Sharp, of Hart Hall, Oxford, had a ridiculous man- 
ner of prefacing every thing he said with the words J say. 
An under graduate having, as the doctor was informed, 
tiimicked him in this peculiarity, he sent for him to give 
him a reprimand, which he thus began; I say, they say, 
you say, I say, I say; when finding the ridiculous combina- 
tion in which his speech was involved, he concluded by 
bidding him begone te his room. ' 


Col. Bodens, who was very fat, being accosted by a man 
to whom he owed money, with a how d’ye? answered, 
‘ Pretty well I thank you; you find I hold my own.— 
‘Yes, sir,’ rejoined the man, * and mire too to my sor- 
row. 


BEAUTY. 


Vair as the lily of the bower 
In modest state reclin’d; 

Thus seavury, diffident of power, 
Sull more attracts the mind. 
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TO JAQUES. 


Till now good Sir, I did not know, 

That to the Harp belong’d the dow : 

To see Alphonso while he sings, 
Torturing with dow the frightened stringe, 
Would be a sight most ludicrous, 

Then le‘ts amend the reading thus; 

“ Reviewer, Atticus thus spoke, 

And poor Alphonso’s. fiddle broke.” 


ROSA. 


Alphonso is ever intruding where he has no business: he this 
ymnorning got into the printing office, when turning over the pa- 
pers, knocking down the types &c. he me: with the foregoing com- 
munication of Rose, which produced presently after the following : |. 


If ever a poor wight was placed 
In desperate situation, 

If ever a poor soul was forced 
To make recrimination, 

If ever a poor poet was 

By desperate foes surrounded, 


’ Until his jarring brains have made 


‘‘Confusion worse confounded,” 
Then lot him look with pity on 
My adverse case precarious, 
Then let him drop a feeling tear 
For one with woes so various-* 
First 4iticue that surly dog 
Attacks me without warning-— 
Thus damping my aspiring hopes, 
As clouds o‘ercast the morning—+ 
Next Jaques pretends to take my part, 
But makes a mighty blunder-- 
©! this was the “ unkindest cut” 
A friend to knock me uncer! 
* Last tho not least in my esteem” 
Thou Jose dost abuse me— 
Fair as thyself 1 grant thy wit 
That, who will dare refuse thee? 
ALP HONS®. 
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LOVE AND REASON. 


From the French. 
CUPID in a pet one day. 
from reason’s guidance, ded away; 
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Mild the morn, the baby boy, 
Travers’d myrtle groves with joy: 

But the sun, in pompof noon, 

Blaz’d; the boy grew languid soen, 
Soon his temples throbb’d with heat, 
With fev’rish rage his pulse soon beat . 
Where was reason’s b osom now, 
Friendly to cool his burving brow ? 

Lo! as he now an arbour cross’d, 

He spy’d the dame, by passion lost ; 
“Oh! he cried, for pity’s sake, 

The wand’rer to your bosom take; 

I burn, I die forsooth I do, 

Protect me, shield me, cool me too.” 
Reason, willing to forgive, 

His forehead kiss’d, and bade him live; 
And whilst he, her bosom prest, 
These gentle accents she addrest : 

“ Silly youth, this lesson know, 

Love sweet at first, will tasteless grow ; 
Beauty, unaided by the mind, 

The lover soon will loathsome find, 
This maxim then, adopt in season, 
That love would: die, wer’t not for reason.” 


VALMONT- 


TO ROSA, 


Sweet child of Fancy, equal care, 

Oi rival muses, though you share 

With one the tear, with one the smile, 
Pleas’d now to sigh, and now beguile ; 
Accept an aged parent’s song, a 
Who not forgets—* he once was young.” 
But old, can trace with serious thought, 
His hours of pleasure dearly bought. 


Dear to the eye is Fancy’s show, 
Dearer to heart is feeling’s glow ; 
But dearest to the heart refin’d 
The steady virtues of the mind— 
The moral thought—the moral act, 
The conduct in each point exact, 
That from the court of Folly flies, 
And on a faith in God relies. 

Such attributes, I think are thine! 
Beware ! how any you resign: 
The flattery of the world may yield, 
To vanity a wide-spread field, 


‘Sp 





ae as 


ARR eSNG «ae ee 


Py a 8 ORS Poa: 4 
eer > BATT ahs ele 


a a 




















éoy JAORA AAUTISORATM Ant 
SHE INTELLECTUAL RBGCALE, 


And, roving there, we, may forget, 

*Tis possible—a sun mey. set. eT 
*Till darkness. with her manuing clouds, 
The face of nature’s. beauty shrouds: 
This morn,.the Holy Book of age, 
Unfolded its instructive page 5 

I read, till virtue. stole behind, . 

And clasp’d my contemplative mind ; 

A kerchief o’er my eyes was bound,— 
When strait [ heard the sweetest sound 
That ever bless’d a mortals, ears; 

It seem’d the music of the spheres. 


My mind’s eye saw a harp--the frame, ... 
Beem’d mild with Sapphire’s purest flame ; 
The pedal wes the plume of dove, 

The ornament cherubic love ;.,. 

O’er every string a yirtue reipn’d, 

‘To keep the instrument .unstraio‘d 

Such strings, as Crawn, by, heavenly fire, 
‘Tun’d first the grand seraphic lyre. 


Anangel. wrapt in purest white, 
_Shot guickly from celestial light, 
Ynd touched the harp its sounds declared, 

That Truth alone the office dared. 

I heard and felt the awful strain, 

While rapture flew through every vein ; 
Truth seized the harp, accosted me 
Requesting I would give it tAce. 





J, Rosa ! felts and. you must feel 

The virtue of this mild appeal,;. 

I send the harp----And, generous truth 
Assured me, all the .charms.of youth... 
Should grace the. female. who would yield 
To her the flawers.of fancy*s field, . 
And deign dispense from Reasons root, 
Its tasteful, and well ripened [ruit. 


: GNOMON. 
SOLUTION TO MISS A. B.’s ENIGMA, PAGE 4738, 
VOL. 2. 


Al:hough to be ingenius EI do not pretend, 

Yet thy call, pretty maid. I’m resolved to atttend ! 
For when beauty and wit with sense we combine, 
Sey who but a eléwn will not bow at their shrine? 
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Though in mask thet your Pike pale darkly appears, 


I know the fine fruit, but I tremble with fear! 


That so awkward my cariage, and rude my address, 


Not a bit of the fruit. I fear I shall taste ; 
But yer a fine Pine-Apple plainly I see, 
Of which I would gladly partake with Miss B. 


TO APOLLO. 


When on thy bosom I kt 0d 
Enraptur’d but.to think thee mine, 
Whe transports swell my glowing heart, 
What joy to meet what pangs to part, 
tho hopeless love be ever .mine, ° 
Yet this fond heart shall still be thine, 
To love, to thee, end friendship true; 
Each charm of life depends on you. 


TO RELIGION. 


AT thy blest shrine, O may 1 ever bow, 
And all the blessings which thou canst bestow, 
On me confer; and let me ever be, 

All that thy purity would wish to see. 
-Whateter thy laws exact, may I obey, 

And yield submission to thy powerful sway ; 
Within my breast forever fix thy throne; 
My passions and affections make thy own. 
And shal] a.Dagon there presume to dwell 
(Like him of old before the ark who fell) 
M:y thy hand. burl him from the dark abode, 
And form my hearta temple for my Gop. 
‘Thou art-an emanation of her love, 

Sent to lead mortals to the bliss above. 

Do thou conduct me to the darksome grave, 


When Gop recals the breath that first he gave; 


Then may I rise, to sce his glories shine, 
Through vast eternity, and call him mine, 


Death ‘and the ‘Sun. are not to be looked at steadily. 
Great deeds as frequently aise from a fear of shame asa love of 


glory. 


EDMUND... 


DBLIA. 


EMILE. 
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MARRIED. 


On Thursday evening, August 10, 1815, by the Rev. Jackson 
Kemper, Capt. William Gates, ofthe Corps of Artillery, U.S. Army, 
to Miss Sarah M. Read, daughter of the late Collinson Read, Esqr. of 


Reading. : 
DIED, 


F> On Sunday ev ening, after a lingering illness, John Smith, Esq. Post 
Captain in the United "Sunes Navy. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


On returning No. 6. of the Review to Atticus with objections, some 
explanation may be necessary. Wirh his observations generally we a- 
sree, on his judgment we place reliance, but must be permited to pro- 
test against the severtty of his remarks. Anger, rather than convic- 
tion, would follow the perusal of his communication. We have our- 
selves profitted by the Essay’s of Atticus, we know him to be pos- 
sessed of a strong mind, occasionally tinctured by an irritability of 
temper, and generally free from faults himselt, to have too little mercy 
for the errors ofothers. He must’permit us to recommend to his study 
as ingle line. 

“* Mercy belongs-tethe powerful.” 

We have been repeatediy asked, “ when will the contention be- 
tween Edear and William cease i—We observe in reply with this 
pumber,— William having informed us he shall write no more on the 
subject, and Edgar having brougtit his observations io a conclusion. 
We would thank both these Writers for communications interesting to 
the generality of our readers. 

The third number of the Gentlemen’s Looking Glass next week. 

We would thank our correspondents generally for remarks on the 
new European works which the return of peace has permitted to visit 


gur country. 
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PROPOSALS FOR PUBLISHING, 
BY SUBSCRIPTION, 
AN ORIGINAL COMEDY IN FIVE ACTS, CALLED 


THE FAIR AMERICANS, 


BY MRS. CARR, 


Price 51 & le4 cenis, pay uble ondelivery. To be put to press when 
three hundred copies are subscribed for. Subscriptions receive: at 
No: 5° Hartung’s Ally, and at the } pranspel Book Stores and Libraries 
in Philadelphia. 
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